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dorm  life 

— Lisa  Huston 

She  was  sitting  on  the  floor  eating  a popcorn  ball, 
and  her  sock  monkey  was  securely  hanging 
from  the  closet  door  behind  her. 

I had  just  confided  in  her 
that  I don't  confide  in  anyone 
when  she  said, 

"You  know  Henry  gave  me  herpes." 

"You  are  only  saying  that 
because  you  know  how  much 
alliteration  aggravates  me." 

But  two  can  play  at  that  game, 

so  I said  Rod  regurgitated  rubella  on  my  white  pants 

and  Stan  stuck  me  with  spongiform  encephalitis. 

She  swung  her  monkey  to  make  him  too  dizzy  to  do  evil  in  the  night 
then  she  hopped  into  bed. 

"I  knew  you'd  know  exactly  what  to  say,"  she  smiled. 

But  I forgot  to  tell  her  to  brush  her  teeth. 


looking  glass 

— Carole  Z.  Spinelli 


With  just  a narrow  beam  of  light, 

so  late  upon  a starry  night,  I walk 

along  a wooded  path  where  leaves  drip  down 

a dewy  bath  upon  me. 

There,  right  beyond  the  final  bend 
where  woods  and  path  conspire  to  end,  emerges 
sacred  Vesper  Rock,  totem  pole,  weathered  dock,  and 
Spirits  of  the  soul. 

Extending  to  a distant  line 
of  hardwood  trees  and  need ly  pine, 
as  flat  and  clear  as  polished  steel  — a lake 
so  calm  that  I can  feel  its  presence,  greater 
than  my  own. 

Suspended  white  with  solemn  grace 
across  the  black  of  heaven's  face,  infinities 
of  nameless  stars  and  distances 
beyond  all  fars  that  I 
can  comprehend. 

And  then,  a miracle  appears 

not  seen  before  in  all  the  years 

that  I have  stood  along  a shore  and  pondered 

what  a star  is  for 

on  nights  like  this. 

Upon  the  surface  of  the  deep,  in  memory 
for  me  to  keep, 

descending  from  the  boldest  light 
to  touch  the  waters  of  the  night 
the  image  of  a 

Star. 
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lake  at  dawn  shawnee  national  forest 
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untitled 

— Dee  Sattler 


is  this  heaven? 

— Carole  Z.  Spinelli 

A man  who  had  once  tried  to  ski. 
But  fractured  his  leg  at  the  knee. 
Was  full  of  good  cheer 
Alone  with  his  beer 
In  front  of  the  big  screen  TV 
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untitled 

— Dee  Sattler 
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untitled 

— Laura  Sosnowski 
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lunch  line 

— Laura  V Dierking 

My  line  drops 
water  ripples; 

Sitting  on  rocks 
starting  to  whistle. 

Wind  blows 
as  I wait, 
for  a bite 

with  precious  bait. 

Sun  above 
cool  grass  below; 
feeling  sadness 
the  line  bows. 

Turn  the  crank 
pulling  back  harder. 
Wheeling  in  hope; 
starting  to  barter. 

Promise  the  sun, 
give  the  moon; 
breath  of  relief, 

I eat  at  noon! 
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girl  talk 

— David  McGrath 


'YOU'RE  NOT  IN  LOVE  WITH  HER,"  says 
Sid.  "Its  sex.  At  best,  infatuation." 

"Wrong.  I could  be  celibate  and  still 
love  her." 

"Really?  All  right,"  he  says,  "tell  me, 
excluding  sexuality,  what  does  she  have?" 

"Its  hard  to  describe,"  I say. 

I stall  for  time  — for  a thought.  He 
cannot  be  right.  She  flashes  that  smile 
that  makes  you  think  you've  just  said 
something  amazing  and  original.  But 
he'll  just  say  thats  another  physical, 
sexual  ware. 

Can  he  be  right?  Nothing  but  abstract 
modifiers  occur  to  me:  vivacious, 
gregarious,  infectiously  enthusiastic, 
invitingly  warm.  A hotel  hostess,  he'd 
say.  A madam.  So  Sid  wins. 

Hmmm.  How  do  I see  her?  She  asks 
after  you  with  hot  toddy  concern  and 
she  nods  and  follows  up  with  coquettish 
questions,  and  then  speculative 
observations  on  whatever  flat  data 
you've  given  her,  but  which  she  now 
spikes  with  irony.  So  shes  what,  like 
rum?  Not  as  obvious.  Tequila?  More 
controlled.  She  warms  you,  relaxes  you, 
lights  a slow,  lazy  flame  that  waves 
rather  than  flickers,  somewhere  between 
your  brain  and  your  throat.  An  exotic 
intoxicant.  But  didn't  Dickinson  use 
"liquor  never  brewed"  to  reference 
erotica?  Sid  wins  still. 

Sex  or  not,  I want  to  be  with  her  every 
hour.  So  shes  a place  for  me.  Not  a 


She  warms  you,  relaxes  you,  lights 
a slow,  lazy  flame  that  waves  rather 
than  flickers,  somewhere  between 
your  brain  and  your  throat. 

church.  Not  a carnival.  SheS  a villa  in  the 
Alps,  where  I'm  a privileged  guest.  I 
schuss  through  snowdrifts  when  I smell 
her  oakwoodsmoke  and  know  I'm 
home  when  I see  the  safe,  dark 
mahogany  of  her  seductive  doors, 
which  she  scurries  to  bolt  after  I've 
entered.  High,  high  ceilings,  but 
warmed  by  a giant  fireplace;  and 
smooth,  clean  tables.  The  red-hued 
lights  are  soft  and  safe,  and  there 
are  no  dark  spots  anywhere.  And 
although  she  wouldn't  refuse  my  entry 
into  the  brighter,  hissing  kitchen  behind 
squeaking  cafe  doors,  I decide  to  stay 
in  the  outer  room,  because  somehow 
— whether  its  the  vases  of  fresh  flowers, 
or  her  rhythmic  step,  or  her  on-stage 
turn,  or  her  humming  to  herself  some 
whole-note  tune  with  neither  overture 
nor  crescendo  — somehow  she  makes 
me  more  patient,  more  thoughtful, 
more  clever  than  I really  am.  I shall  stay 
here  all  season. 

But  I can't  say  all  this  to  Sid,  for  he'll 
think  I'm  insane. 

"SheS  really  neat,"  I tell  him. 
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something  good  about  cemeteries 

— Jenny  McBride 

My  grandma  sends  me  money 
To  buy  Christmas  decorations  for 
The  graves." 

My  father  was  buried  two  years  ago. 

His  father  buried  there 
Before  I was  born. 

I go  with  wreaths 

And  make  a gesture  to  my  grandfather 
And  to  my  father's  first  wife 
Dead  at  29. 

I can  see  and  hear  my  dad. 

Replay  each  day  of  his  dying 
So  when  I go  to  his  grave 
I'm  really  missing  him. 

I nod  to  the  other  two  I never  knew 
And  it's  almost  like  our  lives  overlap 
In  spite  of  time  and  mortality. 


ticking  on  gour  wrist 

— Lisa  Huston 


HAD  I LIVED,  I would  have  had  all 
the  time  in  the  world,  not  time  in  a 
bottle,  nothing  that  tiny,  but  all  the 
time  in  the  world!  What  then  would 
be  my  boundaries?  The  ozone  is 
deteriorating,  so  I could  ooze  freely 
like  all  of  the  hairspray  from  all  of  the 
real  estate  agents  in  the  world!  I 
would  have  sneakily  drained  all  the 
time  from  the  universe!  All  the  time 
in  the  universe ! 

Imagine  that;  having  time  to  spare. 

I would  be  the  Andrew  Carnegie 
of  time,  doling  out  a few  pennies 
from  my  stash  to  everyone  I deem 
worthy.  Leaving  my  name  scrawled 
on  peoples  watches.  First,  I would 
give  half  a century  to  each  single 
mother,  so  she  could  take  her  girls  to 
the  beach  and  sing  Cyndi  Lauper 
songs  with  them.  It  would  make  me 
laugh  to  give  twenty  extra  years  to 
anthropologists,  just  to  let  them  see 
their  theories  be  abused  by  the  end 
of  their  lifetimes.  Then,  seventy-five 
years,  at  least,  to  everyone  studying 
the  Bronte  sisters  in  earnest. 

Time  would  be  sticking  out  of 
the  drawers  in  my  desk.  Out  of  the 
frost-free  fridge.  Out  from  under  the 
bed.  My  home  would  tick  incessantly, 
as  the  waves  of  the  sea  splash  eter- 
nally. I would  eat  time  for  breakfast, 
lunch,  and  dinner,  and  have  leftovers 


for  the  animals  in  the  back  yard.  My 
pets  would  have  dishes  of  time  in 
every  room.  They  could  drink  it  out 
of  the  toilets  too,  if  they  wanted.  And 
they  would,  because  even  animals 
have  an  innate  sense  of  timing. 


First,  I would  give  half  a 
century  to  each  single  mother, 
so  she  could  take  her  girls 
to  the  beach  and  sing 
Cyndi  Lauper  songs  with  them. 


Timing  is  everything.  Had  I lived,  I 
would  have  known  that,  too.  But  I 
didn't.  I was  just  a million  splotches 
of  black  on  a white  screen  or  paper, 
tickling  your  eyes.  I was  not,  but  I 
was  in  your  mind's  eye.  I was  bulging 
in  violet  velvet  pants  in  your  mind.  I 
was  the  pimp  of  time.  The  overlord. 
The  one  who  took  babies  to  little 
graves  all  marked  with  identical 
lambs.  You  made  me.  And  you  will 
kill  me  every  time  you  blink.  You  will 
put  me  in  a drawer  or  an  icy  closet 
by  the  back  door  and  hide  me.  You 
created  me  and  you  will  recreate  and 
destroy  me  a hundred  times  between 
now  and  Easter. 
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pom 

— Donald  Jordan 

I cut  you  with  words. 

So  no  one  else  can  see  you  bleed. 
You  batter  me  with  insults 
Because  my  skin  will  hide  the  bruise. 
When  will  we  realize 
The  pain  is  real? 

The  walls  close  in  around  me 
Killing  who  I am. 

Darkness  enfolds  my  spirit 
Erasing  my  soul. 

Slowly  I cease  to  exist. 

I want  to  hurt  someone. 

Anyone. 

I want  to  see  the  pain 
In  their  eyes 
Like  mine 

Reflecting  in  the  mirror. 

My  darkest  moments. 

Are  a reflection  of  you. 


black  and  white 

— Mardelle  Fortier 


My  father  always  kept  the  rules.  He  never 
cheated  the  phone  company,  never  swiped 
books  from  libraries.  A school  superintendent, 
he  warded  off  the  disorders  of  plagiarism, 
smoking  in  bathrooms,  hooky. 

Dad  let  us  attend  only  one  movie  in  a given 
week.  We  went  to  hundreds  of  westerns, 
swashbucklers,  cartoons,  Disney  films. 

Sometimes,  on  odd  days,  he  tried  other  movies... 
like  the  afternoon  he  took  me  to  see  a story  of 
somebody's  life.  I remember  the  popcorn,  like 
crunchy  rain  falling  into  my  sticky  hands,  eager 
rhythms  of  my  eating,  the  darkened  theater 
where  anything  could  happen.  So  many  hours  I 
had  sat  there,  in  its  soft  technicolor  web, 
spun  from  the  endless  candies  of  Disney's  mind. 

I was  used  to  magic,  and  to  losing  hold  on  fact. 

But  not  today.  "Eddie  Duchin  Story"  was  slow, 
grinding  through  close-ups  of  life,  without  the 
glittering  strands  of  fantasy.  I squirmed  in  my  seat, 
aware  of  the  theater,  its  gray  walls,  the  man's 
elbow  on  my  right.  My  dad,  at  my  left,  shifted 
as  well.  Shifted  again.  "Do  you  want  to  leave?" 
he  asked. 

Incredibly,  we  walked  out.  We  marched 

up  the  dark  aisle,  out  of  the  dusty  hole  of  biography. 

Our  legs  were  so  large.  I must  have  been  eight. 

My  dad  always  remembered  proudly,  "We  walked 
out  of  that  movie." 
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soup  kitchen 

— Blanca  Delgado 

Noise  fills  the  mind  of  a man 

standing  out  cold 

waiting  to  be  fed 

his  eyes  are  dark 

his  hands  are  dirty 

he's  proud 

but  tired 

of  his  worries 
each  day  he  goes  on 
only  to  find  himself 
back  in  that  line. 
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peace 

— Kelly  Kujawski 


"WHAT  IN  GOD'S  GREEN  EARTH 
are  you  needin'  with  old  Christmas 
bows?"  Momma  asked  quizzically 
murmuring  something  about  it  being 
July.  "I  swear,  you  girls  don't  give  your 
Momma  a moments  peace!"  Despite 
her  irritation  she  rooted  through  that 
black  hole  of  a closet  — pulling  out 
gaudy  Hawaiian  leis  and  dirty,  scuffed 
high  heels  that  were  used  to  play  dress 
up  — until  she  found  those  bows. 

"Just  'cause  Momma."  Laine  drawled 
in  a faint  Kentucky  twang.  It  was 
too  hot  to  think  of  a more  creative 
reason.  She  inspected  the  generic 
bows.  They  were  a little  smashed,  but 
they  would  do.  Laine  felt  her  heart  do 
a little  giggle  flip.  The  giggle  always 
ballooned  up  so  fast,  pulling  tight, 
until  it  popped  and  she  could  feel  little 
tingles  all  over  her  skin. 

It  was  a weird  thing  that  happened 
when  something  actually  went  right; 
like  on  days  Momma's  eyes  unglazed 
and  suddenly  she'd  be  making  cookies. 
Momma  would  dance  a little  while 
mixing  the  dough,  doing  her  best 
Motown  impressions.  Those  were  the 
days  Laine  prayed  would  last  forever. 
But  they  never  did.  Mostly  Momma 
just  stayed  in  bed  or  on  the  couch 
watching  her  soaps.  When  Laine  and 


her  sister  Lucy  got  too  loud.  Momma 
would  put  her  hands  over  her  eyes 
and  whisper,  "Go  play  outside." 

Laine  made  her  way  through  the 
kitchen  door  and  ploughed  across  the 
tall  unkempt  grass  of  their  backyard. 
Lucy  was  waiting  by  the  gate.  "Did 
you  get  'em?" 


The  giggle  always  ballooned 
up  so  fast,  pulling  tight,  until  it 
popped  and  she  could  feel 
little  tingles  all  over  her  skin. 


"Yeah,  but  they're  all  smooshed." 
Laine  knelt  down  next  to  Lucy. 

"We  can't  put  those  ugly  things  on 
scared  land  like  this."  Lucy's  stubby  five- 
year-old  finger  pointed  to  the  mound 
of  dirt  that  displayed  borrowed  flowers 
from  Mrs.  Galore's  next  door  garden. 

'That's  sacred  land,  not  scared , 
stupid.  'Sides  it  was  all  Momma  could 
find."  Laine  unconsciously  picked  a 
red-brown  crusty  scab  that  resided  on 
the  top  of  her  bony  knee.  "And  I'm  not 
gonna'  bother  her  no  more,  she's  sick." 

"Sick  — again?"  Lucy  quit  looking 
through  the  bow  bag.  Eyes  widened 

continued  on  page  1 5 
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peace  — continued  from  page  1 4 


and  worried,  she  stared  at  Laine's 
mouth  for  the  explanation. 

"You  know,  her  eyes  are  all  puffy  and 
pink  and  she  keeps  snifflin'."  It  was  just 
better  if  Lucy  thought  Momma  had  a 
cold.  Laine  knew  better.  Her  heart  was 
always  heavy  with  truths  that  a seven- 
year-old  needn't  know.  Momma  didn't 
need  to  lie  anymore.  Just  a short 
glance  where  Mommas  eyes  couldn't 
look  into  Laine's,  always  said  more  than 
enough.  "She'll  be  okay."  Laine  said  in 
her  big  sister  voice. 

Lucy's  hand  began  digging  through 
the  bag  again.  "I  can't  find  no  more 
blue  ones." 


'This  ain't  some  dumb  game 
Lucy.  It's  important. . .its  for  real." 

"Just  pick  out  two  purple  ones  — 
then  go  on  to  the  shed  and  get 
Daddy's  shovel."  He  wasn't  around 
much  anymore  and  might  not  notice  if 
they  used  it.  She'd  remember  to  clean 
it  carefully  and  put  it  back  just  as  it 
was.  Last  time  she  wasn't  careful,  there 
was  an  "episode."  For  weeks  she  wore 
a long  sleeved  turtleneck  even  in  the 
heat,  to  hide  the  welts  that  he  said 
hurt  him  more  than  it  hurt  her. 


"Fine!"  Lucys  shout  was  more  whiny 
than  rebellious.  She  lay  two  bows  on 
the  mound  and  marched  off  toward 
the  shed.  "But  if  you  think  I'm  gonna' 
do  all  this  stuff  and  then  not  be 
allowed  to  play,  you're  crazy." 

Laine  stood  and  turned  to  face  the 
house.  MommaS  slouched  silhouette 
filled  the  kitchen  window.  "This  ain't 
some  dumb  game  Lucy.  It's  important 
...it's  for  real." 

k k k 

Momma  wrestled  with  Laine's  beloved 
Donald  Duck  glass  trying  without 
success  to  remove  the  last  traces  of 
chocolate  milk  stuck  in  the  bottom. 

Her  fingers  felt  waxy  from  the  cheap 
liquid  detergent  that  failed  to  make 
luxurious  suds  like  the  woman  on  TV 
claimed.  Did  everything  in  her  life 
have  to  be  a lie?  Her  marriage  was. 
There  was  no  love,  no  honor... only 
eggshells.  She  felt  like  plunging  her 
mousy  head  in  the  murky  sink  and 
blowing  some  goddamn  suds  into  that 
water.  But,  that  too  would  turn  out  to 
be  a disaster.  She  wouldn't  have  the 
energy  to  pull  her  food-soaked  head 
out  for  a breath,  and  then  she'd 
drown.  And  worse  yet,  they'd  find  her 
with  soggy  Cheerios  in  her  hair  in  this 

continued  on  page  1 6 
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peace  — continued  from  page  1 5 


godforsaken  robe  that  smelled  like 
rotten  milk  and  cigarette  smoke.  What 
then,  would  become  of  Laine  and 
Lucy?  They'd  have  to  face  life  as  those 
poor  little  girls  whose  Momma 
drowned  in  a sink  full  of  dirty  dishes. 

Momma's  head  hung  inches  above 
the  water  as  if  trying  to  decide  which 
way  the  day  would  start.  She  was 
distracted  by  Lucy's  small  scratchy 
voice.  She  raised  her  head  to  the  view 
outside  the  kitchen  window  and 
watched  the  girls  digging  in  the  yard. 
Momma  tried  to  remember  what  Laine 
and  Lucy  were  whispering  about  while 
eating  their  oatmeal  this  morning.  But 
she  always  felt  foggy  and  never 
remembered  much.  Was  it  something 
about  caskets?  No,  it  couldn't  be.  What 
would  interest  them  in  that?  Momma 
thought  of  going  out  to  talk  with  them 
...maybe  spend  some  time  playing 
with  them.  But  she  felt  drained. 
Momma  shuffled  to  the  bedroom.  She 
lay  down  across  the  bed  and  closed 
her  eyes. 

7*r  /*r 

It  was  glorious  — just  like  Laine 
imagined  it  would  be.  The  real  fancy 
kinds  of  headstones  cost  too  much 
money;  their  homemade  version  made 
up  of  flowers,  old  Christmas  bows  and 


her  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary 
would  have  to  do.  She  wondered  if 
it  would  be  too  weird  to  ask  Momma 
for  a real  headstone  for  her  birthday. 
The  stale  summer  breeze  teased  the 
flowers.  For  a moment  their  world  was 
calm  and  beautiful  under  the  loving 
eyes  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 


Momma  tried  to  remember 
what  Laine  and  Lucy  were 
whispering  about  while  eating 
their  oatmeal  this  morning.  But 
she  always  felt  foggy  and  never 
remembered  much. 


"Lucy,  do  you  think  this  grave  needs 
to  be  deeper?" 

"Well  if  it  does,  you  are  diggin'  the 
rest."  Lucy  dusted  her  hands  and 
dramatically  flung  her  knotted  hair 
behind  her  shoulder. 

Laine  sank  her  skinny  body  down 
into  the  earth  and  let  the  dark  moist 
mixture  wriggle  between  her  toes. 

She  lay  back  and  stared  at  the  empty 
blue  sky.  She  took  a long  slow  breath 
pretending  it  was  her  last.  So,  this 
is  peace,  she  thought.  At  every 
funeral,  she  heard  someone  say 
something  about  it.  "Doesn't  she  look 

continued  on  page  17 
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so  peaceful?"  cried  Aunt  Clara  about 
Grandma.  And  she  really  did  look 
happy,  lying  there  in  her  best  blue 
Sunday  dress,  all  stiff,  with  a slight 
smile.  It  had  been  a long  time  since 
Laine  saw  her  Grandma  smile.  When  a 
policeman  came  for  Daddy  one  night 
during  supper.  Grandma  smiled.  She 
patted  Momma's  hand  and  whispered 
"Better  that  he's  gone.  You're  not  need- 
in' any  more  bruises  on  that  pretty  little 
face  of  yours."  It  didn't  take  long  for 
Daddy  to  find  his  way  back  home  and 
for  the  bruises  to  find  their  way  back 
onto  Momma's  face.  She  had  to  wear 
sunglasses  the  day  Great  Grandpa 
Owen  died.  Nobody  even  asked  why 
she  wore  big  sunglasses  on  such  a 
cloudy  day.  They  just  stared  at  the 
ground  mumbling  and  fumbling. 


She  took  a long  slow  breath 
pretending  it  was  her  last.  So, 
this  is  peace,  she  thought. 


"Owen  was  a good  man,  he'll  be 
missed." 

"He  suffered  so  much,  I thank  the 
good  Lord  he  finally  found  peace." 


k k k 

Momma  led  the  limp  little  girls  through 
the  den  toward  her  bedroom.  "Daddy 
won't  be  back  tonight  — c'mon  now 
and  sleep  with  Momma."  He  had  left, 
only  minutes  before,  in  a flurry  of 
slammed  doors  and  thrown  dishes; 
leaving  behind  broken  glass  and 
shattered  childhoods.  The  air  was 
still  so  heavy  — it  was  work  to  inhale 
and  exhale. 

The  cool  sheets  called  to  them;  the 
darkness  soothed  them.  Laine  pressed 
her  body  tight  against  Mommas. 

"Sugar,  scoot  over.  You're  makin' 
Momma  hot." 

A slow,  sweaty  murmur  filled  the 
room.  "I  miss  you  Momma." 

"Miss  me?  Child,  am  I not  here  with 
you  night  and  day?" 

Laine  laced  her  fingers  into  her 
Momma's.  "Momma,  wanna'  know 
somethin'?" 

Momma's  eyelids,  heavy  with  sleep, 
widened  slightly.  "Mmm  hum." 

"I  can't  wait  for  you  to  die." 


17 


snow  white  and  the  dupage  7 

— Libby  Maclntire 


the  historic,  convoluted  trial  of  seven  dwarfs 
accused  of  conspiring  with  the  Queen 
in  the  abduction  and  attempted  murder 
of  Snow  White  has  begun. 

the  prosecution  claims  the  seven  "little  men" 

covered-up  their  knowledge  of  Snow  Whites 

evil  and  vain  step-mother's  plan  by  acting  out 

in  well-rehearsed,  dopey,  bashful,  sneezy,  sleepy, 

happy,  and  grumpy  ways, 

with  one  portraying  himself  as  a doctor. 

the  defense  claims  the  Queen  acted  alone 

and  that  the  highly  individualistic  personality  disorders 

of  each  dwarf  is  no  rationale  for  blame. 

the  prosecution  will  focus  on  the  "vision  statement"  made  by 
the  now  dead  Queen,  in  which  the  jealous  woman  allegedly 
spoke  to  a "wondrous  mirror"  on  a regular  basis  to  get 
updates  on  her  step-daughter's  youthful  beauty, 
the  defense  will  target  the  Queen's  sanity  — 
that  her  portrayal  as  an  old  peddler  woman  selling  apples 
was  her  own  sordid  scheme  and  in  no  way  involved 
the  hard  working,  song-singing  dwarfs. 

the  question  remains,  however: 

did  the  angry  dwarfs  chase  the  Queen  up  the  rocky  mountain, 
where  she  fell  to  her  death  during  a violent  storm, 
in  a revengeful  mob  action  over  Snow  White's  death 
or 

were  they,  and  their  gentle  animal  neighbors, 
never  compensated  for  their  involvement 
in  luring  Snow  White  to  their  tiny  cottage 
where  the  Queen  could  easily  find  her 
through  the  use  of  the  magical  mirror? 

fairy  tale  law  allows  silly  questions  like  this  to  be  asked. 
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whispers 

— Carole  Z.  Spinelli 


Destiny  dwells 

in  the  wind  of  a whisper. 

Exposing  a secret 
takes  barely  a breath. 

For  passing  a rumor  that  brings  down  a rival,  like 
"Did  you  know  thus  and  so?" 

Whispers  work  best. 

Comfort  consoles 
in  the  wind  of  a whisper. 

Confidence  soars 
on  the  wings  of  its  flight. 

Sleep  slumbers  sweeter  if  someone  can  be  there 

to  tuck  us  in  covers 

and  whisper,  "Goodnight." 

Promises  pledge 
in  the  wind  of  a whisper; 
sacred  expressions 
dispelling  all  fear, 

truest  intentions  of  lovers  confiding, 
the  whispered,  "I  love  you," 
when  no  one  is  near. 

Feeling  unfolds 

in  the  wind  of  a whisper, 

trailing  its  touch 

like  a breeze  on  the  cheek. 

Fisteners  cherish  the  fragile  impression 
when  only... 


The  wind  of  a whisper  will  speak 


summer  movement 

— Donald  Jordan  & Kevin  Kocis 

HOT.  That's  all  I can  remember  now.  Sun  beating  furiously  on  my  chest,  sand 
scorching  and  grating  on  my  back,  like  billions  of  needles  pushing  relentlessly 
through  my  skin,  searching  for  what?  My  heart?  My  soul?  I'm  not  sure  when  they 
went.  My  legs  I mean.  I remember  walking  on  them  to  get  here  just  hours  (days?) 
ago.  But  now  they're  gone.  Not  physically,  I mean.  Just  gone.  My  arms  too,  now. 
Maybe  at  the  same  time.  Doesn't  really  matter  except  that  I can't  move,  and  the 
sun  is  so  hot. 

I can  hear  their  sounds  closing  in.  The  birds.  Wings  beating  hot  air  somewhere 
between  me  and  the  sun.  My  mouth,  dry,  trying  to  cry,  like  my  eyes.  Closed 
against  everything.  I am  afraid  of  the  birds  — the  noise  they  make  in  the  air 
around  me.  The  hot  grains  of  sand  seem  to  crawl  along  the  back  of  my  neck. 

I need  water.  I need  my  arms!  Where  is  everything?  I wish  the  birds  could  tell  me. 
Where  are  my  arms? 

Over  there  by  the  road,  they  say,  flapping  hot  wings. 

Thank  you.  Could  you  get  my  legs  first? 

I wish  their  beaks  would  open  to  speak.  I know  they  are  eating  me 
somewhere  near. 
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editor's  note:  Summer  Movement  was  written  jointly  by  Donald  and  Kevin,  with 
each  composing  alternate  sentences. 


sculpture  lookout 


— John  C.  Holme 
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/ejj  for  so-called  rich  suburbanites 

Dick  Sharpe 

Hello?  Hello? 

Anybody  in  your  body? 

Roll  down  your  electronic  lids  so  I 
can  see  what  color  your  private  eyes  are. 

The  sun  seems  to  rise  differently  in  you.  I'd  like 
to  know  why.  Is  this  planet  so  bizarre  you  must 
separate  yourself  from  creatures  like  me?  Is  your 
body  temperature  self-sustaining  or  do  you  need 
the  glow  of  illusion  to  keep  you  warm?  Yes,  yes, 

I see.  I see.  Does  this  make  you  rich  or  poor  or  neutral 

on  the  subject?  Switzerland  was  neutral  in  World  War  II 

now  we  find  out  Nazis  deposited  gold  Jewish  teeth  in  her 

safety  deposit  boxes.  Can't  have  a history  these  days  without 

some  kind  of  skeleton.  So  your  glass  is  half  rich,  right?  No,  no, 

just  kidding.  You  don't  have  to  answer  that  one.  I can  tell  by 

your  face  color  that  credit  becomes  you  and  you r debt  is  manageable. 

If  you  were  a crayon  what  name  would  you  give  yourself?  Read  your 
license  plate?  O.K.  "Red  Devil."  And  your  church  affiliation?  Figures. 

Is  five  "Our  Fathers"  a safe  enough  distance  between  you  and  sin?  What  of 
massage  parlors...  doesn't  your  spouse  do  something  wild  in  your  unincorporated 
areas?  I'm  sorry  to  hear  that.  If  an  abortion  were  happening  right  in  front  of  you 
would  you  kill  the  doctor,  kill  the  patient  or  financially  support  a child  for  20  years? 
If  a new  store  opened  up  called  "Gimme  Gimme  Gimme,  Want  Want  Want"  would 
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you  shop  there  some  of  the  time,  most  of  the  time  or  all  of  the  time?  No,  really? 
You  home  shop?  Exclusively.  You  are  the  new  wave.  E-mall  or  phone?  Both. 

No  stamps  in  the  house,  right?  Yeah,  I thought  so.  Got  one  right.  Would 
you  know  a poor  person  if  you  crashed  into  one  on  the  street — aluminum 
cans  scattered  everywhere,  grocery  cart  totaled,  no  insurance?  O.K. 

What  kind  of  remorse  do  you  feel  when  you  walk  past  someone 
who  is  homeless?  There's  no  one  homeless  in  your  subdivision. 

Makes  sense!  O.K.  You  know  Disney  has  a town  in  Florida 
you  might  like.  There's  no  crime.  No  slime.  No  winters. 

No  police.  No  houses.  Just  condos  and  a mayor. 

It's  totally  maintenance  and  stress-free  except 
there  is  an  ordinance  against  mousiness.  I 
had  to  throw  that  one  in  there,  sorry.  One 
last  guestion  and  I'll  let  you  go.  If  you 
were  called  "socially  unconscious," 
would  you  get  real  mad,  ignore  it 
or  wish  people  would  learn  to 
use  English  properly?  Great. 

Excellent.  I'm  all  done. 

Thanks  for  your  time. 

No,  I'm  not  a college 
student.  Thank  you. 

Goodbye.  Goodbye. 
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untitled 

— Dee  Sattler 
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fickle 

— Jo-Ann  Ledger 

Words  that  once 

enraptured 

lie  tangled  in  a 

damp  knot  of  used  sheets 

and  old  sock  lint. 

Now  dusty  adjectives  that  treacle-flowed 
splutter  out, 

asthmatic,  empty,  and  lost. 

If  only  the  love  would 

remain 

safely  locked 

in  the  clarity  of  black  and  white, 
untouched  and 
free  from  fading. 

Notjust  another  poem 

conceived 

in  the  sentiment 


of  a moment  since  passed. 


front  prcl  follies 

— Dick  Sharpe 

Not  one  neighbor  complained 

when  my  front  rectangular  lawn 

was  dyed  red  and  white  stripes, 

with  a blue  field  of  white  stars, 

to  replicate  the  American  flag, 

until  I added  red  painted  goats  — 

hammer  and  sickle  branded  hind-ends  — 

to  nibble  away  as  a historical  reminder, 

not  as  an  underhanded  political  statement, 

when  the  police  forced  me  to  hire 

illegal  Mexican  immigrant  shepherds 

to  herd  the  goats  into  the  river  — then  both 

animal  activists  and  Feds  got  involved 

when  the  shepherd  families  opened 

delicious  restaurants  on  my  street, 

believing  them  to  be  fronts  for  fine 

baking  flour  from  Columbia  — so  my 

neighbors  had  to  learn  variations  of 

Spanish  or  get  out  of  town  after  they 

spent  thousands  for  their  kids  to  learn 

German  or  Japanese  phonics  — well,  of  course, 

continued  on  page  27 
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the  neighborhood  switched  overnight. 

So  I re-dyed  the  front  yard  — same  patriotic 
colors,  same  style  — until  I imported  black 
bulls  from  Pamplona,  not  as  a symbolic 
trampling,  but  more  as  a global  gesture 
of  inferior  retribution  — well,  the  neighborhood 
changed  guicker  than  overnight  — folks  were 
last  seen,  federal  agents  included,  running 
south  down  streets  they  had  yet  to  pronounce, 
while  forest  preserve  snipers  — safely  positioned 
in  trees  and  second  floor  bedrooms  — shot  all  bulls 
with  tranguilizers  after  the  town  board's  heated 
debate  on  how  to  dispose  of  these  "non-indigenous, 
culturally  important  bovine"  — well,  the  police  held 
a pancake  breakfast  for  me  to  purchase  sod  and 
re-do  the  entire  front  yard  and  promise  on  a stack 
of  new  millennium  bibles,  in  front  of  a judge  who  grew 
up  on  a farm,  never  ever  proclaim  my  American  free- 
dumb  of  speech  in  such  a way  as  to  incite  civic  chaos 
through  the  use  of  aggressive  outdoor  color  schemes. 

I promised  — fingers  crossed  behind  my  back. 
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fifth  grade 

— Sue  Ekins 


I loved  her  once, 

but  she  filled  her  hands  with  dirt 

and  dumped  it  on  my  daughter's  dreams 

she  smeared  it  with  her  toe 

making  figure  eights  for  fun 

and  then  she  ran  away 

with  her  new  best  friend. 

"Goodbye!"  my  daughter  cried, 
and  they  stopped 
for  a guilty  moment 
frozen, 

then  walked  away. 


28 


schizophrenic  town  criers 

— Brian  Burke 

It's  that  time  again. 

Time  to  hear  them  again. 

You  know  them  and  you  love  them  — 

They're  the  Schizophrenic  Town  Criers. 

Here  once  again  to  give  you  the  news  you  deserve. 

Coming  at  you  from  those  fuzzy  black  boxes. 

They've  got  disasters,  plagues,  rapes  and  murders. 

You  can't  do  anything  to  stop  them. 

But  you  love  to  hear  them. 

Every  once  in  a while  you  might  hear  good  things. 

But  don't  worry,  they  don't  last  long. 

So  prepare  to  be  amazed. 

As  they  go  from  one  topic  to  another  in  a matter  of  seconds. 
Somehow  being  able  to  get  all  the  details  every  time. 

So  sit  down. 


And  stay  tuned. 


voice 


— Heather  Gilbert 


I GOT  OFF  ON  THE  WRONG  FLOOR. 
The  fading  number  2 looked  more  like 
a 7 at  this  dreary  time  of  night.  I was 
half-way  down  the  hall  in  a frilly  orange 
dress  before  I noticed  all  the  room 
numbers  began  with  2.  I halted  in  the 
middle  of  the  corridor.  The  elevator 
closed  and  sank  into  the  depths  of  the 
apartment  building,  leaving  me  contem- 
plating the  ceiling  and  the  layers  of 
carpet  between  myself  and  home.  The 
hall  was  deceptively  long  and  well  lit. 
Painfully  lit.  I closed  my  eyes  and  felt  the 
muscles  in  my  face  relax.  Rotating  my 
head  gently  I heard  the  tension  snap 
like  a dead  branch.  I turned  slowly  on 
my  feet,  guessing  which  end  of  the  hall 
the  elevator  was  in. 

The  chime  ended  the  game.  Opening 
one  eye,  I found  myself  facing  a wall.  I 
opened  the  other  eye  and  retraced  my 
steps  to  the  elevator.  With  a swish  and  a 
rustle,  I twirled  into  the  car,  hit  number 
7,  and  let  my  legs  crumple  with  the 
upward  force  of  the  moving  floor.  The 
seventh  was  smaller  than  the  other  lev- 
els, except  the  penthouse  suite  directly 
above  my  floor.  This  elevator  did  not  go 
that  high. 

'This  damn  elevator  always  lets  me  off 
at  the  wrong  end  of  the  hall,"  I grum- 
bled to  myself,  "or  maybe  I just  live  on 
the  wrong  end." 

I scraped  a heel  on  the  rug  as  I stood 
and  set  off  for  number  742.  I paused  at 


741,  knuckles  poised  to  knock.  The 
young  couple  next  door  to  me  were 
always  happy  to  look  after  my  baby 
daughter  when  I was  away.  Always 
happy.  I traced  the  numbers  on  the 
door  with  an  index  finger.  What  time  is 
it?  Let  them  sleep.  Eight  more  steps  and 
I leaned  against  my  door.  I tried  the  key. 
Wrong  side  up,  as  usual.  The  door 
opened  wide,  the  inner  silence  melding 
with  the  hall.  I had  left  a light  on,  know- 
ing I would  be  home  late.  I could  be 
practical  sometimes.  Limping  in  on  high 
heels,  I closed  the  door  with  my  whole 
body. 

Rotating  my  head  gently, 

I heard  the  tension  snap 
like  a dead  branch. 

The  bathroom  was  a welcome  friend, 
conveniently  located  next  to  the  front 
door  in  the  narrow  hallway  to  the 
main  room. 

I gasped  and  halted  in  the  doorway 
shocked  at  the  sight  of  myself.  A mali- 
cious designer  had  placed  a full  length 
mirror  opposite  the  entrance.  The  faint 
light  from  the  welcoming  lamp  threw  a 
horrid  illumination  across  my  face,  fram- 
ing exaggerated  circles  under  my  eyes 
and  accenting  all  of  the  wrong  curves. 
My  left  shoe  was  loose.  Slipping  it  off,  I 

continued  on  page  3 1 
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sent  it  in  an  arc  toward  the  lamp.  With 
a soft  crackle  of  glass,  the  apartment 
was  dark. 

My  aching  pupils  adjusted  to  the 
night-light  over  the  sink  as  I splashed 
some  water  over  my  face,  letting  the 
make-up  smudge  and  drip.  I forced 
myself  to  look  in  the  mirror;  a brides 
maid  in  a neon  orange  come-and-get-it 
gown,  and  now  I looked  like  a used 
prostitute.  I ripped  the  yellow  butterfly 
combs  savagely  from  my  head,  letting 
them  flutter  to  the  sink  with  broken 
pieces  of  hair.  The  rest  of  my  hair  fell  in  a 
stringy  mass.  After  splashing  more  water 
over  the  dried  strands,  I walked  into  the 
living  room,  still  wearing  one  heel.  A 
faint  glow  from  the  street  lights  graced 
the  ceiling,  without  defining  anything 
beneath  it. 

I met  the  couch  first  and  tumbled  over 
into  the  cushions.  The  remote  control 
arched  into  the  small  of  my  back,  press- 
ing every  button  simultaneously. 

The  television  burst  into  a burning  pic- 
ture, with  volume  for  the  living  impaired. 
Almost  on  reflex,  I snatched  up  the 
remote  and  hit  the  mute  button.  The 
bluish  light  from  the  screen  was  a com- 
fort. "Comfort  will  have  to  wait,"  I 
thought.  A small  groan  and  I was  on  my 
feet,  searching  for  the  phone.  I found 
my  antique  radio  first,  with  all  the  quaint 
knobs.  Sleep  used  to  come  so  easily 


when  I left  that  radio  on  a soft  level.  I 
slipped  my  pinky  around  one  dial  and 
gave  it  a slight  twist.  It  glowed  and 
hummed,  but  it  was  low  enough  to 
emit  no  sound. 


A faint  glow  from  the  street  lights 
graced  the  ceiling,  without 
defining  anything  beneath  it. 


I found  the  phone  next  to  its  cradle, 
not  quite  in  place.  I limply  gripped  the 
cordless  in  one  hand  and  steadied 
myself  with  the  other.  My  world  was 
tilted  on  one  heel.  Drifting  toward  the 
window,  I dialed  a long  distance 
number. 

I let  the  phone  ring  several  times 
while  I slithered  onto  the  desk  beneath 
the  window,  tearing  the  dress  slightly  in 
the  process.  I was  feeling  too  warm,  so  I 
opened  the  window  with  my  shoeless 
left  foot  and  dangled  my  right  leg  out- 
side. Peering  closely  at  my  wristwatch,  I 
could  discern  the  small  hand  near  the 
three  and  the  long  hand  on  the  ten. 
Eleven  rings  and  a sleepy  Southern 
accent  picked  up. 

'Yeah?"  he  mumbled. 

'You  told  me  to  call  you  the  next  time 
I'm  drunk."  I spoke  carefully  to  get  the 
words  out  straight. 
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There  was  a pause  and  a soft  laugh. 

'What  happened  this  time?"  he  asked, 
humoring  me. 

"Nothing,"  I lied  automatically.  "I  just 
wanted  to  hear  your  voice.  Talk  to  me." 

He  let  out  a long  breath.  'You  called 
me.  You  talk." 

I always  hated  when  he  did  that. 

"Were  you  sleeping?"  I asked  innocent- 
ly. My  right  shoe  slid  off  my  dangling 
foot.  I didn't  hear  it  hit  the  ground. 

"Nah,  not  really/'  he  said,  always  the 
gentleman. 

"Whats  the  ugliest  dress  you've  ever 
seen?" 

"Anything  without  a low  neckline." 

"Hhhmmm...this  dress  has  a low  neck- 
line, and  its  hideous." 

"How  low?" 

'Well,  not  as  low  as  the  back." 

'Then  you've  got  it  on  backwards." 

"Yeah,  right." 

I flicked  the  colored  tassels  hanging 
from  the  window.  The  graduation  year 
read  '93  on  the  charm.  High  school  was 
a lifetime  ago,  as  it  should  be. 

A lazy  summer  breeze  started  a chill 
up  my  spine.  I gathered  my  legs  and 
torn  frills  and  shut  the  window,  turning 
toward  the  television. 

"HowS  Katie?"  he  asked  in  a more 
serious  tone. 

"Shes  fine.  Sleeping."  I managed  to 
say  before  my  throat  closed.  Katie, my 


ten  month  old  daughter  was  going  to 
an  adoption  agency  the  next  day. 

I glanced  out  of  the  window  again 
and  down  on  the  street.  There  was 
an  accident:  two  crumpled  cars  and 
a woman  stamping  her  foot,  waiting 
for  the  driver  to  get  out  of  the  other 
vehicle. 

'Theres  a woman  lecturing  a girl  who 
just  crashed  into  her  in  front  of  my 
building,"  I told  him. 

"Cool,"  he  said  flatly,  not  entirely 
impressed  with  my  change  of  subject. 

I watched  the  scene  for  a while.  "I 
wonder  if  my  shoe  caused  this?"  I 
thought.  But  there  was  something 
more  pressing  on  rny  mind. 

"I  don't  want  to  give  her  up,"  I con- 
fessed, stating  what  he  already  knew. 

'Then  don't." 

"I  can't.  I can't  work,  study  go  to  night 
school  and  raise  a child.  Besides,  I have 
to  move  out  next  month." 

'You  didn't  keep  her  for  ten  months  to 
give  her  up  now." 

"I  know." 

We  were  quiet  for  a while.  I rested  my 
head  against  the  window,  closing  my 
eyes  briefly.  His  breath  was  long  and 
deep,  he  must  have  been  dozing  as 
well. 

"What  am  I going  to  do?"  I whispered 
to  myself. 

"Get  yourself  a new  dress." 
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telemarketer 

— Donald  Jordan 

Tediously  punching  numbers 
to  listen  to  rude,  angry  people 
tell  me  my  mother  and  father 
were  never  married 

or  they  slam  down  the  receiver  so  hard 
it  hurts  my  ears 

(not  covered  under  our  medical) 

or  the  woman 
who  screams  at  me 
because 

last  year  she  used  our  service 

and  her  cat  died  of  a rare  skin  disorder 

it  contracted  from  one  of  our  employees 

and  then 

there's  my  boss'  rank  breath 
melting  my  eyebrows 
as  she  yells  at  me 
for  writing  this. 


piano 

— Mil  Riese 


I would  like  to  be  quiet 
and  peaceful  again  — 
a small  person  in  a small  town. 

A place  where  men  in  cowboy  hats 
startle  me  with  their  kindness 
and  leap  from  their  seats  to  help 
a lady  on  a walker, 
graciously  assuring  me 
that  older  is  indubitably  better! 
Where  courtesies,  American  style, 
grafted  onto  lifetimes 
in  woodsy  small  towns 
are  something  I'm  thrilled  to  see. 

I long  to  know  that  it  still  goes  on, 
and  could  even  happen  to  me 
in  a town  like  I remember, 
not  yet  too  big  for  its  britches, 
dreaming  sweetly  off  the  road, 
in  its  niche  of  tassled  corn. 
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Leona  Evans 


Memories  of  childhood  center  around 
Machinery,  as  motors  mashed  fresh  meat  for 
Kosher  customers  to  create  hamburgers, 
Dagwood  style. 

In  Mom's  kitchen,  large  eggbeaters 
Whirled  as  dervishes  to  masterfully 
Create  dessert. 

While  in  the  backyard,  I made  fragile 
Mudpies,  magically  cooked  with  a hum. 

On  lazy  afternoons,  humming  to  myself, 

I played  Big  Bluey  and  Green  Cat-Eye 
Against  the  boys,  and  won. 

Hums  mingled  with  muffled  giggles 
As  we  hunted  white  butterflies  for 
My  cousin.  Tommy,  to  eat. 

His  mouth  hummed  as  it 
Mashed  the  small  insects. 

Wandering  through  Humboldt  Park, 

Dragon  flies  hummed  with  me 
By  the  murky  lagoon. 


white  gloves 

— Gerald  O.  Ryan 

Damp  and  still. 

Folded  and  formed 
To  brass,  curled  handles. 

Spotted  with  salt  stains 
smeared  from  moist  eyes. 

Smudged  with  print  from  pamphlet  prayers 
read  somberly  and  slow. 

Dusted  with  pollen  from  freshly  cut  flowers 
spread  on  copper  casket. 

Imbedded  with  spiced  incense 
buried  in  cloth  recall. 

Fingers  crimped. 

Crumpled  and  tossed 
Atop  the  lonely  metal. 

Used  no  more. 

Their  job  is  done. 

So  natural  in  repose. 
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mm  jam 

— Jo-Ann  Ledger 

It  rained  on  the  Eisenhower  today. 

The  shower  possessed  the  inherent  spontaneity  of  summer  storms. 

Instantly  the  streets  were  transformed  from  parchment  into  slick 
sheets  of  obsidian.  Needles  of  water  fell  on  the  traffic,  spurring  a 
sudden  epidemic  of  brake  lights  and  ingratitude.  An  incipient 
orchestra  of  mechanical  humming  commenced  as  car  windows  sealed  shut. 
Undaunted  by  the  separatist  commuters,  rain  droplets  cozied  up  to  car 
hoods,  then  slipped  off  like  casual  tourists  sliding  into  a swimming 
pool.  Streams  rappelled  off  of  truck  wheels  and  splashed  up  in  sheets 
of  rainbows.  An  army  of  windshield  wipers  frenziedly  attacked, 
whooshing  the  fragmented  wetness  onto  adjacent  cars  whose  own  metal 
arms  slapped  it  back.  Inside  the  vibrating  boxes  of  impatience,  drivers 
leaning  forward  to  study  the  road  exhaled  great  sighs  of  hot  breath 
that  condensed  on  interior  windows.  The  stalled  travelers  checked 
timepieces  and  tuned  in  to  traffic  reports,  drummed  nails  on  sweaty 
steering  wheels,  and  dug  through  glove  compartments.  Some  watched  the 
rivulets  of  water  tinkling  off  of  billboards,  craning  their  necks 
upwards  as  they  waited,  waited  for  the  sky  to  reign  in  its  capricious 
children.  Separating  skin  from  vinyl  seat  embrace,  commuters  squirmed 
and  squinted,  searching  for  indication  that  the  traffic  was  about  to 
resume  its  ponderous  slither  forward.  The  blacktop  sparkled  like 
sparrows'  eyes.  And  rain  danced. 
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the  long  rood 

— Dick  Sharpe. 


1 thumb 

1 bleed 

1 ache 

1 lie 

for  a ride. 

for  a ride. 

for  a ride. 

dead. 

A car  stops. 

A vampire 

A bus  stops. 

A hearse  stops 

The  guy 

swoops 

1 00  people 

Finally, 

chops  off 

and  sucks 

stomp 

1 get 

my  thumb 

and  flies 

on  me 

some 

and  drives 

away. 

and  drive 

where. 

away. 

away. 
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coleman  grove  interchange  of  the 
aurora,  etgin,  and  fox  river  railroad 


untitled 

— Wayne  Atkinson 


Imnds  of  humans 

— Mardelle  Fortier 

Yet  this  gives  pause. 

The  hands  that  hold  a child 
and  sing  on  a violin 

they  end  in  claws. 
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“bright  eges" 

— Sharon  Kane 
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untitled 

— Mindy  Evans 


software  switch 

— Carole  Z.  Spinelli. 

A woman  adept  with  computers 
Was  scanning  for  suitable  suitors. 
She  gave  up  the  search. 

Though  not  in  a lurch. 

She  is  now  a waitress  at  Hooters. 
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remiss 


— Sue  Ekins 


You  say  you've  been  remiss 
and  need  to  cheer  your  friends 
when  they  are  low 

I stand  before  you 
with  sore,  red  eyes 
and  wonder  why 
you  cannot  see 
that  I spent 
today 
silently 


weeping 


w 


nancy 


Leona  Evans 


TWO  EYES  APPEARED  out  from  the 
edge  of  evenings  fluttering  shadows. 

It  was  Nancy.  In  her  late  thirties, 
borderline  beautiful,  brown  hair,  blue 
eyes,  buried  in  our  backyard,  my  wife. 
While  I often  saw  those  loving  eyes, 
her  personalized  world  was  the  miracle 
of  the  pollutant-free  21st  century,  a 
guaranteed.  One  Hundred  Year™, 
orange  container.  Under  the  law, 
all  contaminants,  dressed  in  orange, 
were  buried  in  a quarry  two  hundred 
miles  from  the  city.  The  huge  hole 
swallowed  its  orange  containers  to  a 
depth  of  five  hundred  feet.  Instead, 

I thought  it  was  fitting  to  bury  Nancy 
in  our  backyard. 

The  eastern  nuclear  nightmare  had 
dispersed  radiation  globally.  It  was  a 
miracle  that  anyone  had  survived 
radiation-free  to  procreate  a treasure 
of  normal  children.  It  seemed  to  be 
a paradoxical  opposition  to  life  to 
have  what  appeared  to  be  cleansed 
children,  and  then,  at  their  birth,  to  be 
given  an  orange  container  that  would 
be  guaranteed  for  one  hundred  years. 
After  the  burning,  as  atmosphere  cast 
its  orange  haze,  the  contaminated 
dead,  with  their  orange  shrouds,  were 
encased  in  orange  containers. 

I was  unsympathetic  to  the  conten- 
tions between  the  scientists  and  the 
government.  As  my  un-stated  social 
commentary,  I purchased  untainted 


dirt,  a few  pots,  and  some  struggling 
orange  dinner-plate  mums.  Nancy 
would  have  applauded. 

I loved  Nancy  too  much  to  exile  her 
to  a sea  of  orange  containers  in  a 
warehouse  I could  not  visit.  I needed 
to  continue  our  chats.  Our  daughters, 
ages  six  and  eight,  needed  to  feel  the 
aura  of  NancyS  presence.  Secretly,  they 
needed  to  say  their  "hellos"  too.  In  the 
worst  of  times,  Nancy  kept  us  laugh- 
ing. She  gave  us  hope;  she  was  our 
hope.  It  was  fated  that  I bury  Nancy 
where  we  could  safely  cherish  her. 


I loved  Nancy  too  much  to  exile 
her  to  a sea  of  orange  containers 
in  a warehouse  I could  not  visit. 


Nancy  was  a jester  of  sorts.  She  had 
an  individualized  expression  of  seeing 
everything  as  refracted  jokes.  While 
radiation  ate  her  from  the  inside  out, 
Nancy  deliberately  laughed.  While 
irrational  fears  fed  orange  containers 
to  the  gaping  earth,  Nancy  decidedly 
believed.  Intentionally,  One  Hundred 
Year™  orange  containers  were 
snuggled  into  the  corners  of  our 
backyard.  Nancy  intoned  hymns 
around  them.  As  a silhouette  of  the 
Biblical  Jacobs  ladder,  offerings  of  joy 
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ascended  Nancy's  ladder.  Bowing  to 
these  sacred  One  Hundred  Year™ 
orange  containers  in  an  elaborate 
manner  became  a staged  effect  before 
her  audience  of  elementals.  For  Nancy 
the  orange  altars  were  not  the  hoax, 
but  the  hope. 

My  neighbor,  to  the  right  of  our 
backyard,  saw  me  burying  Nancy's 
guaranteed  One  Hundred  Year™ 
orange  container.  He  harshly  admon- 
ished me.  The  neighbor  tried  to  reason 
with  me. 

I retorted,  "I  admit  it  is  somewhat 
unconventional  at  this  time,  but  it's 
okay.  In  spite  of  the  law,  these 
containers  are  guaranteed  not  to  leak 
for  one  hundred  years.  You  do  believe 
the  government,  don't  you?" 

With  that  remark  he  sneered, 
"Government!  Those  containers  leak. 
We  still  die.  You  do  not  have  the  right 
to  shorten  my  life.  Your  dead  wife  and 
your  orange  container  are  pollutants." 

My  Nancy  is  not  pollution.  These 
safeguards  for  the  future  were 
defective  with  good  intentions. 

"So?  We're  sitting  in  the  middle  of 
radiation,  it's  a miracle  that  anyone  or 
anything  is  alive,  and  you  are  worried 
about  my  Nancy?  Is  this  the  end  of  his- 
tory?" I mocked. 

Shaking  his  head  in  disbelief,  he 
controlled  his  voice.  "You  must  be 


crazy.  The  law  is  made  for  a purpose. 
I'm  sorry  Nancy  died.  But  she  died 
from  radiation  poisoning  and  it  will 
leak  out  of  that  government  container. 
It  is  my  duty  to  protect  all  of  the 
neighbors.  I sympathize  with  your 
grief.  Some  of  us  don't,  but  you  have 
children  to  think  about.  I must  report 
this  breech  of  the  law  to  the  neighbor- 
hood council." 


As  a silhouette  of  the  Biblical 
Jacobs  ladder,  offerings  of  joy 
ascended  Nancy's  ladder. 


A promise  made  good. 

In  my  misdirection,  I buried  Nancy 
close  to  the  surface  with  the  idea  of 
clearer  communication  between  us.  I 
did  not  want  the  sense  of  separation. 

I attached  reason  to  my  elaboration;  I 
envisioned  Nancy  to  be  in  a state  of 
suspended  animation.  I over-indulged 
myself  with  feelings.  The  neighbors 
knew  about  my  deed.  Due  to  the 
obviousness  of  my  profound  grief,  no 
one  else  reported  me  or  confirmed 
the  report. 

One  friend  did  speak  up.  "You 
show  remarkably  little  shame  in  the 
way  you've  deceived  us  with  these 
so-called  altars  and  burying  Nancy 
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here.  I know  we  all  need  to  keep  busy 
so  we  don't  become  lonely  or  anxious, 
but  this  is  ludicrous." 

I was  not  convinced.  "I  did  not 
advertise  her  burial.  If  the  government 
wants  to  investigate  one  orange 
container,  let  them.  It  is  eternally  right 
to  bury  her  near  her  family.  At  least 
Nancy's  reliance  on  survival  doesn't 
depend  upon  breathing  the  air  or 
eating  here."  With  that,  we  nervously 
laughed. 

Only  a few  months  after  I buried 
Nancy,  in  less  than  the  promised 
one  hundred  years,  the  orange 
container  cracked.  The  offensive  odor 
was  unyielding.  Illusions  of  human 
perfectibility  gave  way  to  musings  of 
how  her  body  was  encased  in  this 
compact,  orange  cylinder.  I felt  both 
guilty  and  afraid  at  the  thought  of 
digging  her  up.  I discussed  the  matter 
with  Nancy. 

"I  want  you  back  not  dead.  You  know 
what  I mean...  not  in  this  condition. 

I miss  you  and  can't  have  the  real  you. 

I don't  want  you  to  be  dead.  I don't 
want  you  to... smell."  I paused, 
disbelieving  that  I had  told  her  that  she 
gave  off  an  offensive  odor.  "I  really 
believed  that  this  container  would  not 
crack.  I wanted  to  believe.  It  was  so 
easy  for  you  to  believe  in  a future.  God 
only  knows  why.  I can't.  Without  you 
there  Is  no  future.  Everything  is  a lie. 


Why  didn't  you  outlive  me?" 

In  denial,  more  pots,  dirt,  and 
fragrant  flowers  were  purchased. 
Almost  frantically,  I threw  soil  and 
plants  into  the  pots.  Peppermint, 
carnations,  and  orange  roses  were 
put  around  Nancy's  niche.  Haunted 
by  the  thought  of  Nancy  exposing 
the  weak  container,  I needed  to  purge 
the  sacred  ground.  With  some  guilt, 
orange,  odor-absorbing  pellets  were 
scattered  around  the  site.  I had  to 
reclaim  realism  to  my  fabricated 
memorial  to  Nancy.  The  pellets 
needed  to  be  replaced  every  few 
days.  In  the  middle  of  the  night,  I 
dragged  out  the  pellet-filled  containers 
and  exchanged  pellets. 


In  denial,  more  pots,  dirt,  and 
fragrant  flowers  were  purchased. 


In  my  day-to-day  existence,  my  con- 
versations justified  holy  expectations. 

My  vocalized  conversations  with 
Nancy  I now  perceived  as  overly 
irrational.  My  mind  continually  looped 
my  actions  and  responses  until  they 
were  comfortable.  Did  I will  Nancy,  or 
had  I dared  her  to  crack  the  container? 

I vaguely  remember  taunting  her. 
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"Come  on,  Nancy!  Ten  to  one  you 
can't  pop  it."  My  daughters  were 
bothered  by  my  actions.  After  a family 
discussion,  the  girls  declined  to  gather 
around  the  memorial.  Nancy  was 
exclusively  mine. 

The  evening,  dressed  in  a pink  and 
lavender  gown,  seemed  weightless. 
Sleep  surrounded  me  as  a TV  wall 
screen  filled  with  static.  I was  startled 
awake  by  a voice.  As  the  orange  dawn 
approached,  Nancy's  blue  eyes  stood 
out  against  the  edge  of  the  universe. 
They  drew  me  outside. 

A dramatic  change  had  occurred. 

She  did  it!  Unethically,  Nancy  had 
broken  out  of  her  guaranteed,  orange. 
One  Hundred  Year™  container. 

In  salutation,  her  orange-shrouded, 
left  arm  jutted  out  of  the  ground, 
just  above  the  elbow.  It  remained 
recognizable.  Her  hand  was  slightly 
closed.  On  her  exposed  ring  finger, 
the  wedding  ring  caught  a stolen 
ray  of  sunlight.  I acquiesced  to  the 
inevitable.  I carefully  wrapped  her 
hand  around  the  base  of  a plant. 

The  arrangement  was  delightful. 

I laughed.  Nancy  was  her  own  tribute. 

I continued  to  replace  the  flowers  to 
maintain  my  faith,  and  chose  to 
believe  that  angels  were  poised  on 
Nancy's  ladder,  sending  news  back  and 
forth  to  the  heavens. 


I heard  that  someone,  in  one  of 
the  finer  residential  areas,  buried  her 
husband  in  their  backyard.  Purchasing 
my  standard  orange  flowers  and 
orange  pellets,  I sought  out  this 
kindred  spirit.  She  was  grateful,  but 
puzzled  by  the  gifts.  I assured  her  that 
she  would  get  an  explanation  on 
another  day. 

A week  later,  I invited  the  widow 
over  to  my  house  in  order  to  convey 
all  of  the  happenings  with  Nancy.  Amy 
was  horrified.  I assured  my  new  friend 
that  seeing  Nancy's  arm,  which  was 
strangely  mellowing  more  orange 
every  day,  was  a comfort  to  me.  With 
her  final  victory.  Orange  Nancy  gave 
me  a resolute  strength  to  persevere. 

Joining  me  in  the  garden,  Amy 
understood.  "The  world  is  better,  if  I 
expect  it  to  be  better." 

The  government  has  tried  to  drain 
and  encapsulate  all  our  vivacity  and 
joy  of  life.  How  could  we  have  let  this 
happen?  NancyS  victory-in-death  is  her 
way  of  giving  sunshine  back  to 
humanity.  She  was  right  to  believe  in 
the  future  and  give  it  her  joy. 

Each  day,  Amy  and  I anticipate  the 
emergence  of  George's  arm.  There  is 
that  faint,  rancid,  odor  around  his 
niche.  Together,  we  wait. 
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Over  200,000  book,  music,  and  video  titles 


A wide  selection  of  titles  on  many  subjects 

Over  2000  magazine  and  newspaper  titles 
from  across  the  country  and  around  the  world 

100  listening  stations  to  check  out 
music  before  you  purchase 

Cafes  serving  coffee  drinks,  pastries,  desserts, 
and  light  breakfast  & lunch  fare 

A comfortable  browsing  environment 

Live  music  on  Friday  evenings 
(enjoy  a coffee  or  soft  drink  in  our 
smoke-free  cafes  while  you  listen!) 

Children's  Storytimes,  special  events, 
and  costumed  character  visits 

Book  and  video  discussion  groups 

Over  30  book,  music,  and  video  events 
scheduled  each  month  -- 
stop  in  and  pick  up  our  newsletter! 


COME  INSIDE. 
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Wheaton,  Illinois 
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336  S.  Rte.  59 
Naperville,  Illinois 
(630)  637-9700 


